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with reverent little fingers the white hand resting on the bed beside her.
"What was he like, your Frank?" asked the nurse.
" Oh, he one big large American man — he not laugh many times loud, but he laugh in he blue eye. He got brown mustache and he hair all short, thick, wavy — like puppy dog's back. He poor — he not perform'in circus, oh, no! He work for put up tents, for wagon, for horses. He ver good man for fight too — he smash man that hurt horse — he smash man that kick dog or push me, Japan baby. Oh, he best man in all the world " (the exquisite Madame Butterfly was not known yet, so Omassa was not quoting). "He tell me I shall not say some words, ' damn' and ' hell' and others more long, more bad, and he tell me all about that ' hell' and where is — and how you get in for steal, for lie, for hurt things not so big as you — and how you can't get out again where there is cool place for change — andurse-lady/' and she strokedasede moment hang- andand snapped his fingers.upon  my breast.    It was beautifully done;                               downed me; but it wasn't a fair game, Jim,
